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&« To make my Obſervation right 
« place a Stateſman full before my Sight, 
« A bloated Miniſter in all his Geer, 
« With ſbameleſs Viſage, and perfidious Leer. 
Switt's Poem to Gay, 1731. 
«© My Heart's too great, tho' Fortune little, 


&« To lick a Raſcal Stateſman's Spittle.” 
Swiſt's Libel on Lord Carteret. 
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/ 4 25 What is it to the People or the Realm, 
SK Who's in or out, or who directs the Helm 
What argues, if a Nation's to be drain d, 


Whether tis done for this or t'other's End P 
Whether 
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Whether at home in miniſterial Jars, 


Or ſtript by Foreigners in foreign Wars? 
To me tis equal. whether B— or P — 
Doth Miniſter in Britain's Council ſit: 
Tis all the ſame ; Whoever is the Man, 


He'll get as many Thouſands as he can. 


Wuok vxnx knew a Patriot ſo juſt, 


That would not, for his Int'reſt, ſell his Truſt? 


Vet all alike keep up the public Cry 
Of F reedom, Honour, and Integrity; 


And have a Tribe of Panders at Command, 
To bellow out their Virtues thro the Land: 


By this they tumble in the public Treaſure, 
And ſacrifice the Nation at their Pleaſure. 


Mean while th' intoxicated Million roar, 
« Was ever ſuch a Miniſter before? 
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i So wiſe, ſo ardent for his Country's Good, 

“So frugal of our Treaſure and our Blood 

So careful of our Dignity and Trade! 

And then ſo humble — when he aſks our Aid, 


Who can deny whate'er his Honour wants? 


« What Hand fo parſimonious, but grants?“ 


THrvs, voluntary, Britons ſhut their Eyes, 
And pay their Taxes, Subſidies, Supplies; 
Implicitly obey the Patriot Cheat, 
And think he's wiſe and good — becauſe he's great: 
Boaſt of their free and falutary Laws, 
And readily embark in any Cauſe 
Blindfold, through thick and thin, they blunder on, 
Nor think of wanting till their Treaſure's gone: 
And yet the ſtupid Dotards zhink they ſee, 
As drunken Slaves imagine they are free : 

But 
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But ah! when Coffers fink and Purſes fail, 

And free- born Britons ruminate in Jail; 

When Liberty and Property's no more, 

And public Credit turns a public Whore ; 

Where, but on him, muſt fall the gen'ral Curſe, 
Who, laviſh, drain'd the Coffer or the Purſe ? 

Will not the Bankrupt Gulls, alas! too late, 

Rail at the Author of their wretched Fate? 

And freely cenſure, with united Voice, 

The pamper'd Object of miſtaken Choice? 

Him whom they prais d with ſuch vocif rous Strains, 
As prov d their Lungs were ſounder than their Brains, 
Who but a Month *, a little Month betore, 

Was greater than the Deities of Yore, 

Now ſunk and hackney'd in the public Eye, 

And all through what? — their own Credulity. 


* Hamlet. 
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Gazear Virtues in a human Form may join, 


But yet the Man can never be divine : 

Why then ſhould Britons, in a poliſh'd Age, 
For mortal Men, as Deities, engage? 

Is Honeſty ſo ſcarce in Britain grown, 

Is Virtue ſuch a Wonder near the Throne, 
That ev'n the mere External ſhould excite 
Such Admiration in the public Light ? 

Theſe but the Trappings + and the Suits of Worth, 
A Miniſter is but a Man of Earth ; 

And “ Virtue, Freedom, Juſtice of his Cauſe,” 
Are all mere Traps for popular Applauſe. 


SHorN of his Beams, and ftript of all his Pride, 
Behold the Patriot, lately deify'd ; 
Place him in any Light your Friendſhip can, 
His Godſhip now appears a very Man. 


+ Hamlet. 
B ExXTERNAL 
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Ex TTRNAL Virtue mark'd him to the Throng — 
Their fav'rite Toaſt — the Theme of ev'ry Song, — 
An Orator, a Stateſman, each confeſt ; 

And all, they thought, was pure within his Breaſt : 
Free from the baſe Corruption of the State, 
He ſtemm'd the Torrent of the pow'rful Great ; 


Detected ev'ry Stratagem and Art 


That meant to wound Britannia's honeſt Heart. 


Sven was their high Opinion — which, to crown, 
From ev'ry City, Corporation, Town, 

Addreſſes, Freedoms, Boxes, round him flew -— 
The Stateſman vainly took them as his Due.. 

But ah! the Patriot in a luckleſs Hour, 

Solicited in vain ſuperior Pow'r | 

He aſk'd a Penſion from NV *********, Grace, 


Ere yet his Merit dignify'd his Place g. 


% 


+ Vide Letter from. the Author of the Letters verſified to the Author 
of the Monitor. 
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Tnus Int reſt ever blows the Patriot's F lame, 
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And ev'ry Miniſter is ſtill the ſame. 


The public Good, however great the Phraſe, 


Too oft's a Bait for temporary Praiſe: 

Praiſe, once attain'd, is kept alive by Art ; 
Whilſt living, briſk the Stateſman plays his Part, 
And as the arduous Dupes impetuous roar, 
Their Idol ſtill reſolves to fleece them more: 
When th' epidemic Frenzy rages high, 

And vulgar Acclamations fill the Sky, 

Then's the important Criſis to decide 


The Patriot's great Humility or Pride. 


Ere this, tis poſſible, he might be uſt, 

And was determin'd to deſerve his Truſt. | 

But ah! when cramm'd with Praiſe his ſated Ear, 

His Int'reſt fix d, the People's Hearts fincere, 
B 2 | Pride, 
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Pride, Av'rice, Pow'r, attack his pamper'd Breaſt, 


And Reſolution fails him in the Teſt : 
Ambition, Splendor, all their Charms unfold, 
And raiſe a Proſpect horizon'd with Gold: 
Vaſt Piles of glitt ring Wealth attract his Eyes, 
Parks, Palaces, and Domes before him riſe ; 
Groves, Grots, and lofty Turrets intervene, 
While Eaſe and Pleafure hover o'er the Scene : 
Loſt in Amaze! the Patriot's Truth is flown, 
And all the public Good — becomes his on. 


Surs of the People's Voice, do what he will, 
The public Good becomes the public IIl: 
Conſcious how great he ſtands in their Eſteem, 

He ſcars to wake them from their pleaſing Dream 8 


Freſh Soporifics now and then applies, 


To looſe their Fancies, and to ſeal their Eyes; 
And, 
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And, like the Serpent at the Ear of Eve, 

He whiſpers what he'd with them to believe; 

Of advantageous Treaties and Allies, | 

Of foreign Princes, valiant, great, and wiſe ; 

Of © Hair-breadth Scapes with wild and barb'rous Nations, 
Blockades and Breaches, Trenches, Embarkations; 
Of Thouſands ten in ſome Mo-Battle ſlain, 

And Thouſands ten of hoſtile Pris'ners ta en; 

Of Prodigies perform'd by Horſe and Foot; 

Of Colours, Drums, and Magazines to boot ! 

But moſt with Blood and Slaughter ſtufts his Phraſe, 
The only Way to catch the gen'ral Praiſe. 

A Britiſh Politician thirſts for Blood, 

And ſeeks it as the Raven ſeeks his Food: 

Of Spoils and Ravages elated hears, 


And liſtens with Attention's gladden'd Ears: 
Alike 
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Alike to him how many Widows ſigh n, 


How many Parents weep, or Orphans cry : 5 51 
On burning Towns he ruminates with Eaſe, 

As if Deſtruction was ordain'd to pleaſe. 

For this each Morn he quits his downy Bed, 3 
And haſtes to read, or hear, the Papers read. | 
Wet from the Preſs the reeking Sheet he eyes, 

'The Vehicle of Novelty and Lies ; | 

And, ere tis Day, each lengthen'd Column views, 


In hopes of Victory and bloody News, 


Bur ah! if neither Blood nor Wounds appear, 
His Stomach's diſappointed of its Chear: 
In ſullen Mood he lays the Paper by, 
Rails at the Army, K—, and Miniſtry : 
Swears the Prime Miniſter's an arrant Knave, 


The Gen'rals Cowards, and the“ * a Slave: 
Declares 
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Declares the public Treaſure's miſapply d, 
Or ſunk in Folly, Luxury, and Pride; 
The People Gulls and Aſſes to endure it — 


Yet cannot find a Remedy to cure it. 


Wurxx Diſcontent thus murmurs mong the Crew, 
For want of bloody Bus neſs, ſtrange and new ! 
Thoſe at the Helm muſt ſet their Wits to work 


Strait from Invention's Bottle flies the Cork. 


A new Expreſs comes thund' ring out amain, 
And echoes through each Alley, Street, and Lane. 


The Puffers at the Park impetuous roar, 

By louder Puffers anſwer'd at the Tow'r. 

The Steeples ring, the Bonfires blaze on high, 
Aſcending Rockets brave the vaulted Sky, 
And all to back a miniſterial Lie. 


MAN 
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Mzan while the Quidnuncs buſtle to and fro 


With eager Haſte, unhappy till they know. | 
The Gazette now becomes the wiſh'd-for Prize, | 
There Death, and Spoils, and Conqueſt meet their Eyes; 
With mangled Heaps and Mountains of the Slain, 

And Crimſon Streams that dye th' embattled Plain: | 


Alternate each the new-vampt Hum ſurveys, 

And, fraught with Approbation, burſts to praiſe. 

© Bravo, they cry — Why, this is quite the Thing; 
“This ſhews an honeſt Miniſtry and K— ; 

* This proves our Gen'rals valiant, wiſe, and great, 


c And adds new Luſtre to the Brizih State! 


Tavs K-—s and Miniſters or fall or riſe, 
Are great or little in the vulgar Eyes ; 


Gen'rals are valiant while they fight away, 
But Cowards if perchance they loſe the Day. 


With 
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With theſe (ſo ripe to cenſure or huzza) 
What ſubtle Arts are requiſite to ſway ? 


Pow'x ebbs and flows, alternate, like the Tide, 
Is now ador'd, now leſſen'd and decry'd : 
To-day, a King's ſuperior to a God, 
To-morrow, but an animated Clod : 
To- day, his Crown outſhines the mid-day Sun, 
At Night, a Gewgaw, ſcarce worth looking on: 
His Sceptre, Yeſterday the Scourge of F oes, 
To- day, a Thing of nought, to frighten Crows, 


A MinisTzs, of conſequence, is leſs 
Or greater, in Proportion to Succeſs : 
Succeſs is all he wants for W Praiſe, 
At beſt a weak and temporary Blaze. 
Had I a Friend whom real Motives fir d, 
Whoſe public Spirit to the Helm aſpir' d, 

C 
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With earneſt Pray'rs indulgent Heav'n I'd move, / 


That all his Efforts might abortive prove. 

My Reaſon obvious——Too well I know 

What num'rous Cares from ſuch a Source would flow. 
His public Character how inſecure | 

His private Peace——what Wounds it muſt endure | 
But ſhould he, counter to my friendly Pray'r, | 
Obtain his Point, and mount the Patriot's Chair ; 
Ev'n then, if bold Integrity could guide 

His Heart, and Wiſdom in his Head preſide, 

If it were poſſible no Bribe could taint 

His lib'ral Hand, or Cer di the Saint, 

ho from his Tongue mellifluous Periods roll'd, 
His Action juſt, his Sentiments extoll'd, 

Should all his Meaſures for the public Good 

Be well exemplily'd and underſtood, 


Yet 
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Yet Faction, with a jealous Leer malign, 

« Would look aſkance *,” and check his bold Deſign, 
Suggeſt ſtrange Murmurs to the fickle Throng, 

(Who ſcarcely can diſtinguiſh Right from Wrong) 
And from the very Means that gain'd their Voice, 
Work them to vilify their wiſeſt Choice. 


Ix vain the honey'd Eſſence of his Speech; — : 
« Fallacious Rhetoric - ever let him preach ; 
& Still it is nothing but Equivocation, 
« And all his public Spirit Oſtentation.“ 
Ev'n Facts themſelves are Matters of Debate, ; 
Real Succeſſes Puff and empty Prate.” 


Hixrs, Shrugs, and Nods, are Faction's Working-tools, 
And doubtful Phraſes operate on Fools. 


Opinion ſoon gives way when Doubt commences, 


And real Virtues ſeem but mere Pretences : 


* Milton, 
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One doubting Mind contaminates a Score, 


As one infected Sheep rots twenty more. 


Tuxsz are the Arts that ſubtle Knaves contrive, 
To keep the Flame of Diſcontent alive; 
And if, by chance, within an hundred Yeary 
One almoſt honeſt Miniſter appears, 


There's not a K* of Pow'r throughout the Nation, 
But what would gladly tear him from his Station. 


Then who would wiſh, that's honeſt, for a Place 


He cannot keep, exempted from Diſgrace? 


Tur Helm, alas! beſt ſuits the ſordid Elf, 
Who fears no Cenſure, fo he gets the Pelf: 
Callous to all Reproach, he keeps his Sway, 


And as the People murmur, makes them pay : 


Levies new Taxes on their chiefeſt Wants, 


And all a greedy 8 aſks he grants : 


Like 
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Like Gamblers playing to each other's Hands, 

The Servant muſt obey his Lord's Commands; 
The Servant muſt ſupport his Pride and Station, 
And ſo between them both they fleece the Nation. 


Ir adds but little to the public Care, 
Who leaves or takes the miniſterial Chair; 


One Knave by Artifice drives out another, 
And his Succeſſor is his very Brother; 

So much alike they play the winning Game, 
You'd almoſt ſwear that either was the ſame; 
The only Difference, perhaps, is this, 

The former, like a Jaſon, ſtole your Fleece, 
The latter ſubtly takes another Way, 

And borravs only — never to repay. 

Thus One by Force maintains his Argument, 


The other rules ye by your own Conſent. 
Tux 
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Tur loweſt Commoner in all the Realm 


Thinks he is wiſe enough to guide the Helm : 
And could he once attain the wiſh'd-for End, 
What crying Ills his Worſhip would amend ! 
Thoſe in his Int'reſt wiſely think the ſame, 
And with united Ardour toaſt his Name. 
Each Party have their Idol-Fools or Knaves 
The meaneſt Patriot has his Tribe of Slaves; 
Wound up, like Watches, only for an Hour, 
To work a Fool or Villain into Pow'r: 

While gull'd, or gulling, each performs his Part 
With equal Merit in the juggling Art. 


A MIxISTER who rules the public Ear, 
Is the worſt Ill a Nation has to fear. 
What tho' his Praiſes echo thro' the Streets, 


And loud Applauſe his fancied Merit meets; 


If, 
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If, in a Kingdom always ripe for War, 5 
Whoſe Natives take Offence at ev'ry Jar, | 
The Miniſter has nothing elſe to do, 

But ſubtly clap his Hands, and cry, Halloo ! 

War! War! at length becomes the gen'ral Cry, 
Before the Canaille know for what or why. 

War ancn declar'd, true Policy muſt own 

The miniſterial Harveſt is begun : 

War's the beſt Plea to drain the Nation's Wealth, 

As Doctors for their Int'reſt plead your Health: 
Alike the Stateſman's and Phyſician's Skill 

Is not to remedy, but make the III; 

The Ill once made, the Patients muſt endure it, 


And ſpend their All. in groundleſs Hopes to cure it. 


Hoee's a kind Friend to Stateſman and Phyſician, 


Soothing the Patient in his worſt Condition : 
Pills, 
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Pills, Bolus, Bliſters, Bleeding, Perſpiration, 
He bears, in hopes to mend his Situation; 
From Day to Day the Doctor leads you on, 
Your Strength decays, your Finances are gone; 
Nor will the artful Knave declare you worle, 
Till he has drain'd the Bottom of your Purſe; 
And when he cannot touch One Guinea more, 


Shakes his wiſe Head, and gravely gives you o'er. 


Tuus the State-Quack, with felf-ſame Reſolution, 
Pretends to heal a broken Conſtitution ; 
Conſults the venal Tribe bout Ways and Means, 
By ſubtle Stratagems for needleſs Drains, 
To draw the richeſt of a People's Blood, 
Beneath that vulgar Maſk, the Public Good; 
Preſcribes for Dates, Money-Bills, and Taxes, 


Strains ev'ry Nerve, till cy'ry Nerve relaxes; 


And, 
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And, leſt they ſhould recruit by Strength of Chear, 
Levies a Tax on Bread, as well as Beer; 

Says the Diſorder may affect their Sight, 

And lays a double Duty upon Light. 

Hail, liberal Beam ! by ſacred Bounty given, 


Tax'd by an earthly Pow'r, tho free from Heaven. 


BziToNs, be wiſe, and hear the Voice of Truth; 
Liſten, ye hoary Heads, and fleeky Youth : 


Ere State-Intrigues or Politics were known, 


Or Juggling twixt the C--b---t and T 3 

Ere ſordid Avarice's venal Band 

Receiv'd the Bribe from baſe Corruption's Hand ; 
Then Kings themſelves the Sword of Juſtice ſway d, 
Happy their Subjects willingly obey'd. 
A Miniſter of State was then no more 


Than a mere Servant to the Royal Pow'r ; 
D 
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An Honour to the Man who beſt deſerv'd it, 
And, as he acted in his Place, preſerv d it: 
The People never knew his Conſequence, 
Or heard of miniſterial! Influence : 
In Majeſty alone they put their Truſt, 
{mplicitly they thought it wiſe and juſt: 
Such was their Veneration for their Kings, 
They could not think them ſway d by Underlings.. 
As to themſelves, their Boſoms, richly fraught 
With Liberty, were never to be bought; 
Nor were the Miniſters ſo vainly bold, 

To think ſo brave a People would be fold. 


SHOULD modern Times adopt the antient Plan, 
Whence all our Glory, all our Strength began, 
Our Second ALFRED, when he rul'd alone, 


(No Foe-brib'd Stateſman's Pow'r to thwart his own) 
Mere than the Fir/# would dignify the Throne f. 


+ The Author would not be underſtood as an Advocate for defpotic 
power; but that under a wiſe, virtuous, and magnanimous Prince, like 


our own, it is his Opinion (ſingular as it may be) that an arbitrary Plan 
of Government is by tar the moſt eligible. 


But 
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But ah! the Muſe, with Diffidence and Fear 
Looks onward —— No ſuch Halcyon Days appear, 


Back to the fatal Source the Muſe ſhall go, 
Whence Factions, Debts, and endleſs Taxes flow, 


Wuirs yet unknown to Britain's happy State, 
That Wealth or Pow'r could make a Villain great; 


Unanimous her Seers in Council Join'd; 


Fix'd to their Country's Good, to that confin'd, 


No labour'd Periods mark'd the Patriot's Tongue, 
His Style was unaffected, clear, and ſtrong : 

Truth, undiſguis'd by Rhet'ric, beatn'd like Day, 
And Tropes and Figures ſerv'd for School-boys Play: 


Learn'd without Pedantry, by Practice wile, 


They ſought no Ornament or vain Diſguiſe ; 


The public Weal their ſacred End and Aim: 


Happy for Britain were it ſtill the ſame! 
D 2 Bi 
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Bio with the Fate of Kingdoms and of Kings, 
At length Corruption ſpread her baleful Wings: 
To various Climes ſhe veer'd her rapid Flight, 
All fled terrific from the Dæmon's Sight: 

To various States ſhe preach'd her curſed Lore, 
Aghaſt they heard her but would hear no more. 
Deſpis'd, abaſh'd, precipitate ſhe flew 

To where the Cliffs of Albion roſe to View : 

There in a rocky Cave conceal'd ſhe lay, 

Fearful to ſhew her Face in open Day. 

There, ruminating on her firſt Diſgrace, 

The Fiend reſolv'd to maſk her helliſh Face; 

And ere ſhe ventur'd to © direct the Storm, 


Subtly aſſum'd an Angel's beauteous Form. 


Tavs metamorphos'd for her black Intent, 
In Secret to the Senate-houſe ſhe went. 


* Addiſon, 
| No 
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No baſe Colluſion with a hoſtile Nation, 
At this bleſt Period ſtain d ſuperior Station: 
The Sov'reign's Right and Subject's were the ſame; 
The Stateſman's wiſh'd Reward, unſpotted Fame: 
Intrinſic Worth. prevail'd o'er outward Shew, | 
They ſcorn d the Tinſel Faſhions of a Foe. 
No private Gift, or miniſterial Fee; 
Was then accepted from an Enemy; 
No Bargaining 'twixt Stateſmen yet was known, 
To ſell a Country, or betray a Town. 
Laws then were made for Safety and Redreſs, 
To guard the Subjects Right, and not oppreſs. 


Taxes were laid where Riches made them ſure, 


Not on the ſcanty Earnings of the Poor. 


Tuus, where the Seers in public Council fat, 
Corruption fled with Poiſon for the State; 
And 
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And underneath the miniſterial Seat 
Inviſible ſhe kept her ſnug Retreat. 


Sudden as when ſome ſmoth'ring Embers lay 
Conceal'd from Sight, and ripe to blaze away, 
Quick as the r Scent the Brain aſſails, 
Danger approaches, trembling Fear prevails.— 
Alarm'd, each Neighbour quits his Habitation, 
And ſtrives to circumvent the Conflagration. 

80 from the Senate-houſe immediate roſe 

The Britiſh Sages, fearful to diſcloſe 

What either felt: But ſtruck with Horror ſtood, 
As tho' ſome Miſchief threaten'd public Good; 


Each to his private Cloſet trembling ran, 


To ſearch and fortify the inward Man. 


AGAIN repuls'd, ſhe try'd her laſt Reſource ; 
Determin'd, ſhe collected all her Force: 


Now 
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Now viſible ſhe took her airy Flight, 


Reſoly'd at once to captivate the Sight. 


WeriLs thus (his Heart in ſecret Conf rence ſought) 
Each Patriot acted as the Patriot ought, 
To each the Harpy, with an Angel's Mien, 
Appear'd erect, ineffably ſerene ; 
And as her dazzling Splendor charm'd their Eyes, 
Proftrate they fell with Rapture and Surprize 
When thus the Fiend her artful Lore expreſs'd, 
60 Hail, happy Man! for ever are you bleſt! 
« True to your Country's Good, purſue the Taſk, 
« And bounteous Heav'n ſhall grant you all you aſk: 
« But as an Earneſt of its ſacred Pow'r, 


“Accept this Caſter, fraught with richeſt Ore.” 


Tnus fix'd the Baſis of Corruptiom's Sway, 
What M of State but muſt obey ? 


no 


Whene'er ſhe viſits at the Board, 
Who greater than Corruption and my Lord ? 
Hence the broad Stain that vilifies his Grace; 
Hence the ſweet Mammon of ſuperior Place; 
From hence thoſe venal Stratagems that join, 


To blacken Britain's miniſterial Line. 


Tract the whole Tribe, from Burleigh if you can, 


And find a M 
What were the Miniſters of James's Reign? 


r an honeſt Man. 


A fawning Crew, that hugg'd a golden Chain. 
What were the Deeds by Charles's Stateſmen done? 
Or what the Miniſters of Charles his Son ? 

How charmingly the Helm was ſet on Blaze 

By Miniſters in James the Second's Days? 

William would ſcarce a Britiſh Stateſman truſt ; 


A Proof he neither thought them wiſe or juſt. 
But 
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But Anna to her Servants truſted all; 
What Wonder then the Realm was leſt in Thrall! 


For tho throughout her Reign victorious, yet 


Ter venal Stateſmen run the Land in Debt. 


Sincs then what large Additions have been made! 
What Millions rais'd to pay it vet unpaid. 
What Grants, what Duties, Taxes, and the Devil! 
To leſſen, yet increaſe, this growing Evil. 


Hair, J/---p--le, hail! whoſe ample Head and Heart, 
By Mays and Means improv'd the finking Art 
Who, to a Syſtem thus, could regulate 
The noble Art of Sinking in the State. 
Never can Engliſhmen forget thy Pow'r, 
Who 7ais'd ſo very high-—to fink the more. 


Hvusn'p be the Hireling Bard, whoſe venal Lays, 


do ſmoothly flowing, ſung of P--/t--y's Praiſe. 
E Why 


11 
Why praiſe a Pi- to the Royal Ear, 
Unleſs to make the Commoner a Peer? 


That done, our Tully from the H— withdraws, 
And to another K——ve conſigns the Cauſe. 


Txus to his Sovereign, P-rbm ſtrait aroſe; 
Honeſt, tis faid——by whom? by Britain's Foes. 
A Patriot's Zeal from public Welfare ſprings, | 
And ſeeks the Kingdom's Int reſt, not the K—— 8. 


RzrLeTE® with Vengeance, big with Britain's. Fate, 
A ſubtle Beaſt ſtrait ſciz'd the Helm of State; 
His very Name beſpoke his ſanguine Heart, 
And public Spirit felt uncommon Smart: 
Too long Britannia groan'd beneath his Claws, 
Her Vitals torn by his voracious Jaws; 
When lo! bold Freedom rear d her Form divine, 
And forcd—the Beaſt thought proper to re/igr.. 


Rich 


E 
Rich with the Nation's Blood he quits the Helm: 
Ah ! would to Heav'n he had but left the Realm ! 
But wiſe, he at a Diſtance keeps in Play, 
Still hoping once again to ſeize his Prey. 
HOH o'er the Heads of all the ſervile Crew, 
Von great Leviathan, V 


view : 


To foreign Miniſters he gives the Treat ; 

His firſt great ruling Paſſion——what ?—to eat +.” 
State-Pimps and Panders tremble at his Nod, 

And worſhip him as Saints adore their God : 

He the grand Source whence Places, Penſions flow, 


Around him Titles, Ribbands, Stars and Garters grow. 


Now to a Land deſpis'd by Friends and Foes, 
Her Darling P— with Eloquence aroſe : 
Conqueſt and Laurels ſoon reviv'd our Fame, 


And ev'ry Babe would liſp the Patriot's Name. 


+ Pope. 


Freſh 


1 


Freſh Triumphs each Expreſs delighted brought 4 


But all theſe Honours were not cheaply bought : 
For every Victory by Britain gain d, 

How ev'ry Coffer, ev'ry Purſe, was drain'd! 
Pale Diſcontent and M. urmur join'd Debate, 
And Faction rear d her Preſence in the State; 
Her loud Declaimants baffle Eloquence, 

And Noiſe and Menaces extirpate Senſe : 
With angry Brow the Patriot left his Scat; 
Great his Advarces, greater his Retreat / 
Penſion and Peerage waited his Command; 


Who could reſuſe them from a royal Hand ? 


Wu bellows Faction then? why all this Rout? 


He ſery'd his Country — and himſelf no doubt. 


Sou M---ft--rs have been ſuch ſordid Elves, 


They've ruin'd K — and Kingdom for themſelves : 


Pur 


E 
But penſion'd ? reſtor d the ſinking Nation 


To Pow'r unequall'd, as her Reputation. 


Is there one Advocate of Faction's Pow'r, 
Who for his K— or Country would do more? 

Or who, among the ** can you gueſs, - 

That for himſelf would take a Guinea leſs ? 

Who is there can withſtand the golden Fruit? 

Say, is it Eg--——, or is it B——? 

Who'd take the Helm without ſome ſelfiſh View ? 

Say, B--af--d, H---dw--ke, is it you, or you ? 

Yet each might ſerve himſelf and Country too. 


mas + 


Bor ſhould ſome bright Phznomenon appear, 
And glorious fill the miniſterial Chair ; 
Void of Selt-Int'reft, ſteel'd againſt a Bribe, 
A real Foe to all the venal Tribe; 
A Friend 


t 9 ] 


A Friend to Merit, to his Country juſt, 
Tenacious of his Honour and his Truſt; 


If fuch a Stateſman ever is to be, 


Who does not know that + is he? 


+ The Author leaves this Chaſm to be filled up by the Reader, in 
whatever Manner, and with whatever Name, he may think proper. For 
his own Part, he thinks it would not be ill ſupplied with that of Ha- 


LIFAX, 
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